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言葉を奏でる詩人
──エミリィ・ディキンスンの自然・音楽・詩──





















You ask of my Companions Hills― Sir― and the Sundown―
and a Dog― large as myself, that my Father bought me― They are










女の何編かの詩からも明白である。さらに An Emily Dickinson Encyclopedia




ロラン・バルトの評論集，The Rustle of Language に収められた「言語の
ざわめき」という章の中で，言葉とざわめきの音，そして音楽についての彼の
考えが詳述されている。バルトの難解な考察の一部を引用してみたい。
I imagine myself today something like the ancient Greek as Hegel
describes him : he interrogated, Hegel says, passionately, uninter-
ruptedly, the rustle of branches, of springs, of winds, in short, the
shudder of Nature, in order to perceive in it the design of an intelli-
gence. And I― it is the shudder of meaning I interrogate, listening
















At Half past Three
A Single Bird
Unto a silent sky
Propounded but a single term
Of cautious Melody.
At Half past Four
Experiment had subjugated test
And lo, her silver principle
Supplanted all the rest.
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At Half past Seven
Element nor implement be seen
And Place was where the Presence was



































Regularly at half past seven, in one part of the summer, after the eve-
ning train had gone by, the whippoorwills chanted their vespers for
half an hour, sitting on a stump by my door, or upon the ridge pole of
the house. They would begin to sing almost with as much precision as
a clock, within five minutes of a particular time［. . .］.［. . .］They
sang at intervals throughout the night, and were again as musical as























The Robin’s my Criterion for Tune―
Because I grow― where Robins do―
But, were I Cuckoo born―
I’d swear by him―
The ode familiar― rules the Noon―
The Buttercup’s, my whim for Bloom―
Because, we’re Orchard sprung―
But, were I Britain born,
I’d Daisies spurn―
〔. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .〕
Because I see― New Englandly―


















But for the most part it is as solitary where I live as on the prairies.
It is as much Asia or Africa as New England. I have, as it were, my











To hear an Oriole sing
May be a common thing―
Or only a divine.
It is not of the Bird
Who sings the same, unheard,
As unto Crowd―
The Fashion of the Ear
Attireth that it hear
In Dun, or fair―
So whether it be Rune―
Or whether it be none
Is of within.
The“Tune is in the Tree―”
The Skeptic― showeth me―












「鳥」のことを，シェリーの“To a Skylark”と同様に「詩人の原型」（“an ar-









No Bobolink― reverse His Singing
When the only Tree
Ever He minded occupying
By the Farmer be―




Whose Music be His














The Bird her punctual music brings
And lays it in it’s place―
It’s place is in the Human Heart
And in the Heavenly Grace―
What respite from her thrilling toil
Did Beauty ever take―
But work might be Electric Rest




















Split the Lark― and you’ll find the Music―
Bulb after Bulb, in Silver rolled―
Scantily dealt to the Summer Morning
Saved for your Ear, when Lutes be old―
Loose the Flood― you shall find it patent―
Gush after Gush, reserved for you―
Scarlet Experiment! Sceptic Thomas!




















Dying at my music!
Bubble! Bubble!
Hold me till the Octave’s run!
Quick! Burst the Windows!
Ritardando!






























One note from One Bird
Is better than a Million Word―















I would not paint― a picture―
I’d rather be the One
It’s bright impossibility
To dwell― delicious― on―
And wonder how the fingers feel
Whose rare― celestial― stir―
Evokes so sweet a torment―
Such sumptuous― Despair―
I would not talk, like Cornets―
I’d rather be the One
Raised softly to the Ceilings―
And out, and easy on―
Through Villages of Ether―
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Myself endued Balloon
By but a lip of Metal―
The pier to my Pontoon―
Nor would I be a Poet―
It’s finer― Own the Ear―
Enamored― impotent― content―
The License to revere,
A privilege so awful
What would the Dower be,
Had I the Art to stun myself










































  Rachel Carson, Silent Spring（London : Penguin Books, 1962）．
カーソンは Silent Spring の第 8章“And No Birds Sing”の中で，コマドリに
ついて次のように書いている。
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One story might serve as the tragic symbol of the fate of the birds―
［. . .］. It is the story of the robin, the bird known to everyone. To mil-
lions of Americans, the season’s first robin means that the grip of winter
is broken. Its coming is an event reported in newspapers and told
eagerly at the breakfast table. And as the number of migrants grows and
the first mists of green appear in the woodlands, thousands of people lis-
ten for the first dawn chorus of the robins throbbing in the early morn-
ing light. But now all is changed, and not even the return of the birds
may be taken for granted．（Silent Spring, 101）
 Thomas H. Johnson and Theodora Ward, eds., The Letters of Emily Dickinson
（Cambridge, Massachusetts : The Belknap P of Harvard UP, 1958）No. 459
A.
 Letters, No. 261.
 Karl Keller, The Only Kangaroo among the Beauty : Emily Dickinson and
America（Baltimore : The Johns Hopkins UP, 1979）Chapter 6.
 ハロルド・ブルーム，『アゴーン──《逆構築批評》の超克』高市順一郎 訳（東
京：晶文社，1986年）277.
 Jane Donahue Eberwein, ed., An Emily Dickinson Encyclopedia（Westport :
Greenwood P, 1998）287.
 Roland Barthes, The Rustle of Language, trans. Richard Howard （Ber-
keley : U of California P, 1989）79.




R. W. Franklin ed., The Poems of Emily Dickinson, 3 vols．（Cambridge, Mas-
sachusetts : The Belknap P of Harvard UP, 1998）．Thomas H. Johnson ed.,
The Poems of Emily Dickinson, 3 vols．（Cambridge, Massachusetts : The
Belknap P of Harvard UP, 1955）．




 Gary Lee Stonum, The Dickinson Sublime（Madison : U of Wisconsin P,
1990）136.







 Ralph Waldo Emerson, Nature : Addresses and Lectures, ed. Edward Waldo
Emerson, vol. 1（New York : AMS P, 1968）24.
 Suzanne Juhasz, Cristanne Miller and Martha Nell Smith, Comic Power in
Emily Dickinson（Austin : U of Texas P, 1993）31.
 Walden 175.
 小学館『ランダムハウス英和大辞典』第 2版，2370．
 Judith Farr, The Passion of Emily Dickinson（Cambridge, Massachusetts :
Harvard UP, 1992）254.
 Charles Roberts Anderson, Emily Dickinson’s Poetry : Stairway of Surprise
（Westport : Greenwood P, 1960）90.
 Tomoko Sato, Emily Dickinson’s Poems : Bulletins from Immortality（Tokyo :
Shinzansha Publishing Co., Ltd., 1999）45.
 Helen McNeil, Emily Dickinson（London : Virago P, 1986）104.
 この詩は，“Prose Fragments”として The Letters of Emily Dickinson の中に
収められている。Letters, PF 97.
──大学院文学研究科研究員──
１０６ 言葉を奏でる詩人
